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cheerful and bright the fire looked, hut not a particle of heat did we get from it. What was not used in boiling the coffee went up the chimney. Three feet from the flames the rocks were white with a thick coat of frost, and all the walls and roof glittered like a bed of diamonds.
It was a strange little den, and to me it seemed colder than out of doors. The brilliant /ire was but mockery. Fairly well illumined was I he end of the hut where we sat, but beyond was a gloomy recess from which the light of the (lames was cut off by a pier of rocks which served as a support, for the roof. There was no window.
Bjoervig told me about Benl/cn. The poor fellow had been taken ill early in November. All through that month and December he had been unable to get out of the house, and most of the time he lay in his bag. Occasionally he was delirious. Death came the day after \Yw Year's. Paul paused, and for lack of something else to say I asked him where be bad buried the body.
"I have not buried him, Sir," was the reply. "He lies in there/' pointing to the dark end of the hut.
"Why did you not bury him, PanlT "Because, Sir, I promised him I wouhlnV I shall never forget that moment.     At  first the words did not appear to me to mean very